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N.  U.  Glamour  Boys?     "Nonsense"  Says  Fearless 

Scoop:    Private  Life  of  Will  Miller 
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WATCH  OUR 
SMOKE... 

FOR  MILDNESS  AND  TASTE 

rlere's  a  combination  you  can't 
beat . . .  the  r/'g/if  combination  of  the  world's  best 
cigarette  tobaccos.  That's  why  Chesterfields  give 
you  real  MILDNESS  and  BETTER  TASTE  and  that's 
what  the  real  pleasure  of  smoking  adds  up  to. 

For  everything  you  want  in  a  cigarette, 
smoke  Chesterfield  .  . 
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INSIDE 

THE 


CELEBRITIES'  KITCHENS 

What    dishes    the    sensitive 
palates  of  famous  people  prefer 


President  Franklyn  B.  Snyder  is  not  one 
to  complain  about  the  meat  shortage.  When 
asked  his  favorite  recipe,  he  exclaimed,  "I 
like  everything.  No,  there's  nothing  I  like 
especially — just  everything."  Yes,  Mr.  Presi- 
dent, that's  the  uncritical,  enthusiastic  at- 
titude a  university  head  should  take. 

So  we  dedicate  our  monthly  recipe  to  Mr. 
Franklyn  B.  Snyder  and  we  know  he  will 
relish  it,  for  he  likes  everything : 

PIGS'   KNUCKLES   WITH    CABBAGE 

4  pigs'  kntickics 

5  ts}.  salt 

1  r.  cclrrv  tol's 

1  bay  leaf 

54  tsp.  pept'crconis  (8  to  10) 

1  minced,  peeled  clove  garlic 

1  medium  head  cabbage,  cut  in  2"  icedges 

Wash  pigs'  knuckles ;  then  cover  with  boil- 
ing water,  and  add  3  tsp.  salt,  celery  tops, 
ba\'  leaf,  peppercorns,  and  garlic.  Cover ; 
bring  to  a  boil,  and  then  for  fuel  saving  and 
better  cooking,  lower  heat,  and  simmer  2  hrs. 
or  until  tender.  Then  add  cabbage  and  re- 
maining 2  tsp.  salt ;  cover,  and  cook  10  min. 
longer,  or  until  cabbage  is  tender.  Lift  cab- 
bage and  pigs'  knuckles  from  kettle  to  platter, 
reserving  liquid  to  use  as  a  base  for  vegetable 
or  minestrone  soup.    Serves  4. 

Note :  1  lb.  of  sauerkraut  may  be  sub- 
stituted for  the  cabbage :  add  it  30  min. 
before  the  end  of  the  2-hr.  cooking  period. 

It  would  go  nicely  in  a  dinner  with  :  shrimp 
salad,  baked  beans,  horse-radish  sauce,  hard 
rolls,  home-canned  cherries,  apple  pie,  egg- 
nog. 

And  so,  Mr.  Snyder,  this,  like  the  Life  of 
Calvin  Coolidge.  should  be  food  for  thought. 

Mr.  Snyder  is  a  charming  host,  as  charm- 
ing guests  will  testify.  His  mansion  has  a 
broad,  inviting  driveway.  Although  the 
house,  attractively  Colonial  with  red  bricks 
and  white  pillars,  is  large,  a  modern  annex 
has  been  added.  The  expensive  furniture  is 
apparent  even  from  the  outside. 

Professor  Zera  S.  Fink  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  English  is  also  an  epicurean.  Spirit- 
ually this  means  that  he  teaches  Milton  and 
Shakespeare  and  has  500  books  out  of  the 
library.  Physically  this  means  that  his  favor- 
ite dish  is  cheese  souffle. 

CHEESE  SOUFFLE 

1  lb.  grated  cheese 

1  copy  Samson  Agonistes.  quarto  edition 

1   J'ariornm  edition,  of  The  Tivo  Gentlemen 

of  Verona 
1  dash  of  Aegean  salt 
1  dash  of  Fink's  own.  brand  of  leaven 
8  Phi  Beta  Kappa  keys 
4  skylark  eggs 
1  dash  of  pepfcr 
1  copy   of  The  Cypress  Grove   by    U'illiani 

Dnmimond  of  Haivthorenden 
Beat  skylark  eggs  in  urn,  reciting  pertinent 
lines  from  Shelley ;  add  dash  of  salt,  saying 
New  Testament  verses  about  "Ye  are  the  salt 
of  the  earth."  Throw  in  copies  of  classics. 
Bake  in  stone  oven,  fueled  with  faggots  cut 


from  an  oak  having  "a  golden  bough."  If 
too  heavy  to  rise,  add  leaven.  When  souffle 
is  tender  and  yellow,  daintily  o'erscatter 
with  pepper,  if  you  haven't  already  put  it  on 
along  with  the  salt.  Garnish  with  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  kej'S.    Serves  8. 

If  this  recipe  fails  to  toe  the  mark,  call 
up  Mr.  Fink  personally  (UNI.  5912)  to 
learn  how  to  make  cheese  souffle ;  or  else 
write  to  Vice-President  Henry  A.  Wallace, 
who  also  considers  it  the  best  of  dishes. 

Dean  Olson  of  the  School  of  Journalism 
must  like  gelatine.   Many  people  like  gelatine. 

GELATINE 
1  carton  unflavored  gelatine 
1  cup  lealer 

Boil  water,  then  pour  into  bowl.  Add 
gelatine.    Put  in  ice-bo.x. 

A  house-mother  gave  us  the  ne.xt  recipe, 
and  since  it  is  not  comparable  to  anything 
found   in   the   cook-book,   we   are   calling   it 

HOUSE  MOTHER'S  DELIGHT 
4  good  cooking  prunes 
IV2  cups  pastry  flour 
Vz  teaspoon  baking  pozi'der 
3'4  cup  chocolate  frills 
Honey 

Oleomargarine 

1  package  lavender  and  red  peppermint  hearts 
Peel  and  core  the  prunes.  Sift  dry  in- 
gredients together.  Fold  in  the  oleomargarine 
and  pastry  flour,  add  water,  and  roll  out  to 
%  inch  thickness.  Bake  for  40  minutes  at 
350  degrees,  cursing  the  stove  for  not  regu- 
lating itself  well.  Cut  into  extremely  small 
pieces,  meanwhile  bawling  out  waiters  and 
kitchen-help.  Sprinkle  on  the  chocolate  frills, 
lavender  and  red  peppermint  hearts.  Pour  on 
honey,  finding  something  to  argue  with  the 
dish-washer  about  if  the  honey  refuses  to 
pour  well.  Serve  with  cream  and  brown 
sugar,  a  broad  smile  on  your  face. 


He  likes  everything 
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J^ACH  YEAR  the  staff  of 
the  Purple  Parrot,  euphem- 
istically called  "Northwest- 
ern University's  Magazine  of 
Collegiate  Life"  attempts  to 
parody  a  national  magazine. 
This  year  we  offer  a  take-off 
on  a  representative  Holly- 
wood magazine,  Screeiiland, 
We  wish  to  thank  the  pub- 
lishers of  Screeiiland  for 
granting  us  permission  for  this 
parody  and  for  the  generous 
donation  of  the  cover  plate, 
which  appeared  in  the  March 
issue  of  Screeiiland. 

Since  the  beginning  of  the 
year  students  have  been  shout- 
ing for  more  emphasis  upon 
glamor  and  upon  the  almost 
non-existent  element  of  the 
rah-rah  in  college  life  here  at 
Northwestern.  This  is  our 
commentary  on  the  superficial 
social  life  of  Northwestern. 
We  sincerely  hope  that  our 
satirical  intent  will  aid  in  ex- 
ploding a  myth  which 
amounts  to  reality  in  all  too 
many  student's  minds.  It  is 
our  belief  that  so-called 
Northwestern  sophistication 
is  nothing  more  than  bucolic 
plague.  The  choice  of  a  Holly- 
wood motif  is  significant  when 
applied  to  the  pretensions  of 
Northwestern  students.  Un- 
fortunately we  shall  probably 
only  add  to  their  enjoyment  of 
the  caricatures  they  have  im- 
posed upon  all  undergradu- 
ates. 

In  conclusion  we  wish  to 
state  emphatically  that  we 
have  intended  no  malice  to 
any  individual  or  individuals. 
It  is  the  group  to  which  we 
object. 
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An  Open  Letter 
To   Lois   Emery 

The  Edit-ors  are  con- 
ducting a  lit-tle  cam- 
paign t-o  make  North- 
western more  Lois 
Emery  conscious!  See 
"Gorgeous Gal"  Emery 
in  the  grill  sipping 
root  beer  and  you'll 
know  the  reason  why. 

Hi, 

Gorgeous  Gal ! 

Whatcha  doin'  these  days?  Yes,  Miss  Emery, 
we  mean  you.  We  haven't  seen  you  around 
as  much  as  we'd  like  to.  And  the  few  times  we 
do  see  you,  you  seem  so  cool  and  distant.  What 
is  the  answer? 

Can  it  be  that  Lois  of  Freshman  Year  is  slip- 
ping into  oblivion — the  Lois  that  shook  her 
head  "no"  to  an  M-GM  contract — the  Lois 
that  became  a  nation-wide  "Chesterfield  Girl" 
without  even  trying?  Say  it  isn't  so!  You  are 
still  the  same  blond  beauty  of  former  days;  why 
don't  we  hear  more  about  you? 

Can  it  be  that  the  serious  side  of  you  is  doing 
away  with  the  gay,  frivolous  Lois  that  we  used 
to  know?  Are  your  studies  consuming  all  of 
your  time?  Did  you  tire  of  your  publicity  and 
fanfare  and  are  you  giving  it  all  up  for  a  life  of 
quiet  sincerity  and  complete  down-to-earthness? 

FEBRUARY,        1943 


Or  can  it  be  that  you  are  in  love?  Dear,  if 
this  is  so,  we  are  happy  for  you  and  jealous  as 
heck  of  the  lucky  man.  But  somehow,  we  do  not 
think  this  is  the  answer.  You  still  seem  young — 
too  young  to  settle  down  forever. 

Lois,  tell  us  what  the  answer  is.  Come  out  of 
your  seclusion  and  let  us  see  you  around!  In 
order  that  you  won't  keep  on  hiding  from  us, 
we  are  calling  attention  to  your  evasiveness  and 
are  making  this  month,  "Seek  out  Lois  Emery" 
month. 

Northwestern,  do  not  take  Lois  Emery  for 
granted.  She  is  one  in  a  million.  Northwestern, 
how  about  it  now!  Come  on,  get  "Lois  Emery"- 


conscious 


9nli  McGo^imiok 


I  SAT  in  the  very  business-manish  looking  office  of  Leon 
Kranz.  I  wanted  to  find  out  all  I  could  about  this  "talk 
of  the  campus"  man  who  heads  the  Department  of  Phys- 
ical Education.  In  the  next  room,  which  is  his  secretary's 
office,  students  were  moving  around,  most  of  them  obviously 
in  some  difficulty  over  the  commando  course.  But  no  matter 
how  much  students  gripe  about  this  course,  they  never  gripe 
about  Mr.  Kranz.  He  is  universally  regarded  as  an  under- 
standing and  kindly  person. 

There  are  only  men  in  Mr.  Kranz'  physical  education 
classes,  but  girls  are  aware  of  him.  He  is  very  good  looking, 
despite  middle  age.  He  has  the  smooth  skin  texture  of  Paul 
McXutt,  and  even  finer,  better-chiselled  features.  His  white 
hair  contrasts  with  the  ruddiness  of  his  complexion. 

Taking  out  notebook  and  pencil,  I  asked  Mr.  Kranz  about 
his  youth.  He  was  born,  he  said,  in  Columbia,  Pennsylvania, 
among  the  Pennsylvania  Dutch.  It  seems  strange  that  Kranz, 
who  is  a  bitter  denouncer  of  cjuack  doctors  and  nostrums, 
should  have  lived  among  a  folk  who  cling  to  many  medical 
superstitions.  The  Pennsylvania  Dutch  believe  that  carrying 
a  little  cinnamon  around  will  cure  face  cancer.  They  believe 
that  a  falling  apple  will  cure  a  tumor.  But  these  folk  are  like 
Mr.  Kranz  in  having  a  rigorous  moral  standard.  They  drink, 
it  is  true,  but  seldom  anything  more  exotic  than  apple-schnitz. 

"I  come  from  the  same  jiart  of  the  country  that  Ward 
Evans  comes  from,"  Kranz  informed  me,  a  broad  smile  on 
his  face.  Ward  Evans  is  chairman  of  the  Board  of  Publica- 
tions. 

"Did  you  know  each  other  in  childhood?"  I  asked. 

"No,  but  we  have  many  of  the  same  old  friends  in  common," 

Even  in  his  youth  Kranz  was  physically  phenomenal.  One 
of  the  great  ambitions  of  the  kids  of  Columbia  was  to  swim 
across  the  Susquehanna,  which  is  one  and  a  fourth  miles 
wide  at  this  point.  Kranz  swam  across  when  he  was  only 
twelve. 

Young  Kranz  also  loved  ice-skating.    When   the  season's 


FOR   THE   FANS 
OF  Jlejo^t  K^ui4i^ 


Hale,  handsome,  healthy 
Leon  Kranz,  head  of  N.U. 
physical  education  and 
body  fitness  program. 
Enemy  to  cigarettes  and 
liquor,  he  is  now  busy 
building  up  students  so 
they  will  make  good  sol- 
diers. 


first  sheet  of  ice  lay  across  the  river,  he  would  often  take  the 
lead  in  trying  it  out.  Sometimes  it  would  crack  under  him. 
"That's  why,"  laughed  Kranz,  "I  don't  feel  I'm  being  too 
severe  when  I  urge  students  to  take  ice-cold  showers." 

When  Kranz  was  fourteen,  the  family  moved  to  Coatsville. 
He  attended  the  Springfield  College  (also  called  the  Inter- 
national Y.M.C.A.  College)  in  Springfield,  ^Massachusetts, 
majoring  in  physical  education. 

In  World  War  I  Kranz  joined  the  army  air  force.  He  taught 
stunt  flying  in  Fort  Worth,  Texas,  and  attained  the  rank  of 
second  lieutenant.  W'hen  peace  came,  he  was  offered  a  cap- 
taincy in  the  reserves,  but  declined  it.  However,  the  air  was 
his  career  for  several  more  years.  He  got  a  job  in  Oklahoma 
taking  up  tourists.  Then  he  became  airplane-chauft'eur  to  an 
oil  operator.  His  task  was  to  tly  the  operator  back  and  forth 
between  his  wells  in  Oklahoma  and  his  home  in  Xew  Orleans. 

It  was  in  the  fall  of  1921  that  Kranz  came  to  Northwestern. 
'T  became  a  full  professor  of  physical  education  in  1935," 
he  said,  but  he  has  been  head  of  the  department  since  1926. 
One  of  the  most  pleasant  outcomes  of  his  presence  at  North- 
western was  his  meeting  the  future  !Mrs.  Kranz,  who  taught 
pantomime,  pageantry,  and  modern  dancing  in  the  School  of 
Speech.  Their  love  was  far  more  than  Platonic.  Just  listen 
to  what  ]\Irs.  Kranz  said  about  her  husband  the  day  before 
I  interviewed  him:  "He's  exactly  what  he  looks.  The  twenty- 
two  years  I've  known  him  he's  always  been  on  top  of  the 
world.  He  meets  every  issue  without  complaining.  He  has 
the  energy  of  a  boy  of  sixteen.  He's  always  eager  to  be  help- 
ful, serious  when  the  occasion  demands,  light-hearted  when 
it's  proper  to  be  light-hearted.  Some  fate  drew  us  together, 
yes-sir-eee."  j\Irs.  Kranz  is  a  cordial,  enthusiastic  woman. 
A  physical  education  student  told  me  how  gay  she  was  at  a 
picnic  that  her  husband  held  for  one  of  his  classes.  Kranz 
would  bat  out  balls  to  the  students,  and  Mrs.  Kranz,  full  of 
laughter,  would  help  catch  them. 

But  to  return  to  the  interview.  Mr.  Kranz  said  to  me,  "I 
want  to  tell  you  my  philosophy,  because  that's  something 
with  which  I'm  vitally  concerned."  I  had  heard  ;\Ir.  Kranz 
give  an  extended  account  of  his  philosophy  when  I  took  his 
course  in  hygiene,  but  now  he  summed  up  everything  in  neat, 
(Please  turn  to  page  27) 
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His  speaking  voice.   When  a  man  makes  love  to  you  it  isn't  always 
what  he  says,  but  his  way  of  saying  it — if  he  has  a  charming  voice. 


S^UfA  ^cfmicc  S^^' 


His  feet.  Some  boys  always  wear  saddle  shoes!  And  then 
there  are  those  who  wear  plaid  socks  with  formal  Attire.  But 
the  man  who  is  correctly  shod  for  every  occasion  has  learned 
about  LIFE. 


His  wallet.  Its  thickness  and  constant 
replenishment  depends  my  entire  inter- 
est. I  don't  care  how  or  where  he  gets 
it  ...  I  only  know  I  love  him. 


:"^-. 


ScUf^  ^CCUtHC  S^^^^' 


His  hands.  The  power  that  lies  latent  in  him  is  best  expressed  by 
the  appearance  of  a  man's  hands.  They  tell  one  something  about 
his  inner  soul.  A  man's  hands  show  breeding.  (See  Howie  Jaynes' 
hands.) 


FIRST 

S^uf^  ^cud  S^i^' 

Her  depth.  The  woman  of  my  preference  must  have  a  cool, 
impassive  demeanor,  Intimating  tacit  intelligence,  and  a 
poignant  understanding  of  humanity. 


I  want  to  know  who  she  is  and  what  she 
represents.  The  pin  she  wears  is  a  part 
of  a  girl.  After  all,  a  Phi  Psi  pin  doesn't 
hang  well  with  just  any  insignia. 


Scuf^  T>ic&  "^(mIcA^x^: 


It  depends  on  the  wom- 
an ...  on  how  close  you 
are  to  her!  Most  men 
notice  a  woman's  figure 
first  ...  I  think.  Then 
they  move  in  closer  and 
get  a  little  of  the  eyes 
.  .  .  and  move  in  closer. 


Sci^  ^o€MC  ^cuf«te^: 


Her  eyes  —  blue  or  brown.  I  don't  care.  I  do  not  like  elusive  eyes. 
Give  me  a  girl  with  a  steady  gaze  which  will  meet  mine  at  the 
appropriate  moment.    (See  Jeanne  Eisen's  eyes.) 


Northwestern  for  Its  Glamour  Boys? 


^^Aand^HA^^ 


rr 


Says  Fearless 


WHILE  LUNCHING  at  Huerbinger's  plaza  the  other 
day  with  a  certain  cosmopolite  of  uncertain  reputation 
in  certain  circles,  the  name  of  a  certain  male  mauler 
was  mentioned.  "Now  there  IS  a  man,"  boasted  my  companion. 
Frankly,  girls,  I  was  just  mad  enough  to  spit  over  my  chin, 
as  we  say  around  campus.  Your  reporter  has  really  been 
around,  kids.  I'm  at  the  huddle  every  day  at  three-thirty  in 
the  booth  facing  the  door,  and  believe  me.  I'm  strictly  authen- 
tic. I  think  it's  high  time  someone  exjiloded  the  myth  about 
the  pulchritude  of  Northwestern  men.  Honestly,  we  girls 
just  haven't  got  a  chancel  But  take  it  from  FEARLESS, 
they're  just  a  bunch  of  would  be  wolves  in  Capper  and  Cap- 
per clothing.  What  I  don't  know  about  some  of  the  so-called 
tigers  out  here.  .  .  .  Weill 

But  just  to  be  devilish,  FEARLESS  has  poked  her  well 
groomed  head  into  a  few  closets  .  .  .  and  believe  me,  girls, 
there's  more  than  one  skeleton  under  a  well  padded  drape 
shape — Listen,  kids. 

Did  you  gals  in  the  bleachers  know  that  the  Blonde  Bomb- 
shell Hasse  is  getting  bald?  And  don't  think  it  isn't  giving 
his  manager  a  few  headaches.  Granted  that  it  doesn't  show 
up  on  his  long  shots,  but  HUNK  OF  MAN  Perry  Winsberg 
coked  with  him  in  his  dressing  room  the  other  day,  and  he 
says  the  King  of  Swish,  as  Bud  is  called,  eats  a  good  pound 
of  bonemeal  three  times  daily.  HUNK  also  confided  to  me 
over  the  P.A.  system  in  the  strictest  confidence  that  the  men 
on  the  Beta  lot  say  his  grip  is  slipping.    Perry,  by  the  way, 


was  just  chosen  "^Man-I'd-Most-Like-To-Be-Stranded-From- 
In-Dearborn-Station"  by  the  coeds  at  the  Valhalla  school  of 
enbalming.  .  .  . 

Now  let's  trot  on  to  the  Phi  Psi  lot,  which  is  over  the 
hill,  but  the  men  certainly  aren't.  When  I  dropped  in  they 
were  making  the  final  rushes  for  "Women  Trouble,"  and 
several  of  the  executives  were  seated  around  a  package  of 
Camels  deeply  engrossed  in  figures.  Jack  "The  Shiek"  Ellis, 
who  as  you  fans  know,  has  just  returned  from  a  twenty-two 
week  vacation,  was  more  than  happv  to  sling  a  little  dirt  in 
the  ear  of  his  ol'  pal  FEARLESS.  And  while  I'm  at  it,  I'd 
like  to  put  a  stop  to  the  rumor  circulating  around  that  the 
Shiek  has  been  adding  a  few  inches  to  his  former  waistline. 
Haskell  Gordon,  that  funny  man,  is  being  drafted,  and  The 
Shiek  is  just  training  for  Gordon's  stellar  role  in  next  year's 
"Dolphin  Show."  Jack  has  been  named  "Zwang"  boy  by 
the  mother's  club,  and  take  it  from  one  who  knows,  he's 
going  to  fill  the  bill.  The  lot  was  pretty  well  deserted  as  most 
of  the  men  were  out  on  production.  .  .  . 

At  last  you  lucky  women  who  have  been  clamoring  for 
Willowy  Will  Miller's  measurements  are  going  to  see  your 
dreams  come  true.  .  .  . 


Hat  size 4" 

Shoulders    10" 

Chest    22" 

Waist    46" 


Hips    73" 

Calves 37" 

Ankles    12" 

Feet 3" 


(Please  turn  to  page  30) 


'Tearless'  Explodes  the  Mythical  Allure  of 
Northwestern  Men 
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Silent,  Sinister  Reitbmiller 
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THEIR  CHOICE 


For  A  Desert  Island 


Nan  Moyer,  War 
Council  leader, 
hasn't  time  to  think 
of  desert  islands  till 
it's  all  oyer — the 
War  Council,  we 
mean.  But  Stoner 
would  just  love  a 
desert  island. 


WHENEVER  a  group  of  people  run  out  of  other  peo- 
ple to  talk  about,  they  generally  turn  to  dicussing  the 
old  idea  of  a  highly  personalized  Utopia  and  what 
their  requirements  for  such  a  Utopia  would  be.  This  usually 
takes  the  form  of  deciding  just  whom  they  would  allow  to 
share  this  privilege  with  them.  Such  discussions  are  inevit- 
ably enlightening.  Although  the  group  pretends  to  be  set- 
ting up  a  perfect,  isolated  society,  their  decision  is  generally 
influenced  and  conditioned  by  the  social  pressures  which  they 
claim  to  be  discounting  by  virtue  of  their  desire  to  escape 
ordinary  weary  existence. 

An  examination  of  the  undergraduate  choice  for  a  desert 
island  society  is  profitable.  A  recent  survey  asked  high  school 
students  what  they  intended  to  be  doing  ten  years  hence. 
Most  of  them  saw  themselves  making  incomes  of  over  ten 
thousand  dollars,  occupying  major  executive  positions  in  the 
fields  of  industry,  economics,  and  in  professional  occupations. 
Elementary  education  seems  to  have  neglected  to  define  the 
term  "mediocrity." 

Some  people  approach  the  question  first  by  deciding  wheth- 
er they  would  leave  society  arbitrarily  for  a  desert  island 
or  whether  they  might  be  just  happily  wrecked  on  the  shores 
of  such  Utopia.  Along  with  pretensions,  natural  interests  and 
inclinations  are  demonstrated  by  such  choices.  Each  year 
graduating  classes  are  asked  to  vote  for  the  ten  people  who 
have  contributed  the  most  to  America.   These  choices  seldom 
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appear  in  the  choices  for  a  desert  island  society  which  is 
perhaps  more  than  vaguely  significant  when  applied  to  Amer- 
can  society  and  its  progress. 

After  a  merely  cursory  survey  we  discovered  that  we  had 
hit  upon  a  delightful  subject.  Here,  we  said  to  ourselves — 
laughing  and  chuckling  in  an  approved  Benchley  manner 
— is  the  college  student  unmasked.  Here  is  youth  stripped  of 
frivolity.  But  why  say  more.  We  shall  proceed  trippingly 
to  our  findings. 

Miss  Sammy  Stoner,  formerly  ^lary  Annette  Stoner  of 
Perry,  Iowa,  is  perhaps  an  outstanding  example  of  the  suc- 
cessful glamor  girl  who  is  generally  liked.  Said  Miss  Stoner, 
"I  should  want  people  who  could  play  intelligent  bridge.  Of 
course,  we  must  put  emphasis  upon  the  word  "intelligent." 
They  should  also  know  how  to  play  gin,  pinochle,  cribbage, 
checkers  .  .  .  how  else  would  you  pass  the  time."  Thank  you. 
Miss  Stoner. 

Betty  Bath  asked  first,  "Shall  I  be  intellectual  about  it?", 
to  which  we  rephed,  "No,  just  be  yourself."  Her  list  in- 
cluded "a  man,  French  fried  potatoes,  a  copy  of  Dos  Passos" 
(no  particular  denomination  was  mentioned j.  "I'd  want  to 
do  no  work,"  continued  Miss  Bath,  "cause  I'd  just  like  to 
live  free  and  easy.  I'd  want  to  read  and  take  some  exercise 
like  swmiming."    Bravo!,  Miss  Bath. 

Sometimes  a  surprising  inferiority  complex  is  evidenced. 
Miss  Betty  Jo  Bruce  told  us  that  she  really  didn't  have  many 
original  ideas  and  would  we  please  call  somebody  else. 

Lynn  Laskey  bubbled  over  with  usual  enthusiasm.  "I 
should  want  to  take  along  a  stack  of  books  and  have  a  big 
house  with  a  fire  place.  And  I'd  want  to  spend  the  whole  day 
in  bed  and  be  all  by  myself.  Naturally  I'd  bring  a  picnic  bas- 
ket with  fried  chicken,  because  I  hate  cocoanuts."  We  are 
rather  worried  about  Miss  Laskey.  Picnic  baskets  are  not 
large,  and  what  will  happen  when  the  first  week-end  is  over. 

Mr.  W'illiam  Otto,  who  stands  in  splendid  isolation  as  a 
graduate  student,  demanded  first,  "Electricity  and  plumbing. 
Then  I'd  want  a  tree  for  shade  and  a  cave  to  live  in.  I'd  pre- 
fer that  the  island  be  hilly.  I'd  keep  up  my  subscription  to 
The  New  Yorker,'  and,  of  course,  one  must  eat  and  I  hate 
wild  fruit,  so  I'd  want  a  fully  equipped  delicatessen.  .  .  .  And 
a  woman,  of  course."  This  choice,  we  feel,  worthy  of  any 
graduate  student. 

Jean  Levering,  of  the  never-to-be-parted  Tri  Delts  said, 
"I  have  no  opinions  whatsoever.''  Verging  from  the  Tri-Delt 
Utopia  to  Mary  Lo  Lotz,  who  says,  "I  want  some  books, 
food,  blankets,  a  radio  for  news  and  music,  clothing,  three 
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pairs  of  shoes.  I'd  love  an  attendant.  People  would  be  won- 
derful. Not  natives — serious  people — Americans."  Where- 
fore Miss  Lotz  is  no  longer  on  a  desert  island. 

Ruth  Imler,  former  confidante  of  Mel  Hodell,  said,  "Give 
me  a  man  and  some  books,  music  with  a  victrola,  and  some- 
thing to  eat — chocolate  devil's  food  cake.  Then  I'd  take  a 
couple  of  bottles  of  rum.  I'd  want  something  for  bugs  as  I 
hate  mosquitos.  Then  I'd  like  a  nice  fan,  a  typewriter,  and 
several  reams  of  paper."  We  feel  that  if  Miss  Imler  had  a 
true  escapist  spirit,  she  would  not  mind  typing  on  palm  leaves. 

M  .Andrea,  of  the  intellectual  Beta  Theta  Tis,  said,  "I'll 
take  the  Syllabus  Queen,  a  soda  fountain,  a  good  radio,  and  a 
pin  ball  game."   Spoken  like  a  true  Beta,  Mr.  Andrea. 

Bob  Baker,  also  a  Beta,  remarked  tersely,  "We'd  want  a 
woman  companion.  We  wouldn't  want  a  man  there,  would 
we?    A  woman's  all  that's  essential." 

Many  of  the  confreres  asked  us  where  the  island  was  and 
if  we  were  joking.  Most  of  them  desired  to  know  what 
other  people  had  said.  We  answered  that  it  would  probably 
be  a  tropical  island  and  that  many  people  had  said  many 
things. 

We  looked  over  our  student  findings  and  then  decided, 
"Enough  of  this!  We  shall  turn  to  some  serious  minded 
folk.  We  will  ask  our  professors,  who  are  also  victims  of  the 
undergraduate  myth  that  if  a  man  has  a  Ph.D.  he  knows 
everything." 

Forthwith  we  contacted  Professor  Ernest  Hahne,  economic 
mentor.  Said  Hahne,  "I  certainly  wouldn't  want  to  be  alone. 
I'd  want  a  radio  and  books  to  read.  I'd  want  to  be  able  to 
select  people  to  accompany  me  who  have  ideals  similar  to 
mine.  There  would  have  to  be  adequate  supplies  and  resources 
of  food,  shelter,  and  clothing,  and  adequate  productivity  and 
transportation  to  enable  these  supplies  to  be  obtainable." 

Professor  Roland  Wolseley,  Journalism  expert,  said,  "There 
must  be  human  beings  who  are  basically  unselfish  and  altru- 
istic; people  who  had  lived,  in  religious  terms,  as  if  the  king- 
dom of  God  were  on  earth.  I  would  have  there  the  scientific 
tools  and  the  social  systems  that  have  been  evolved." 

.\  friend  of  ours  (we  didn't  have  the  courage),  called 
I'resident  Franklyn  Snyder  and  posed  the  question.  Said 
President  Snyder,  "Are  you  serious?" 

"Yes,  I'm  very  serious,"  replied  our  friend. 

"Well,  so  am  I,"  answered  Mr.  Snyder.  "I'm  reading  a 
good  article,  and  I'm  going  to  bed." 


Slightly  discouraged  we  called  Bertram  Morris,  professor 
of  Philosophy.  Mr.  Morris  replied  immediately,  "I  wouldn't 
want  to  be  on  a  desert  island.  I'd  rather  be  in  the  thick  of 
everything.  I  wouldn't  care  for  the  sunlight  of  a  desert  island. 
I  should  want  to  be  in  Evanston  which  needs  it."  Which 
proves  that  there  is  often  much  more  behind  a  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  key  than  a  mere  vest. 

.\nd  these  are  the  replies,  uncut  and  unedited,  which  we 
received  to  a  question  which  by  implication  raises  the  world 
significant  problem  of  reconstructing  or  readapting  society  so 
that  it  may  function  for  the  benefit  of  the  individual  and, 
consequently,  the  majority.  Some  of  you  may  stand  in  right- 
eous indignation  and  shout,  "Well,  you  asked  the  question. 
What  would  you  do?"  To  which  we  reply,  "Like  Bert  Morris, 
we  do  not  care  for  a  desert  island.  We've  lived  on  one  for 
four  years,  and  we'd  rather  like  a  change." 


A  man,  French-fried  potatoes,  and  a  copy 
of  Don  Passos— says  Betty  Bath. 
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THIS  IS  WORTH  FIGHTING  FOR 

SJnese  girls  c/icln  t   win  —  Dut  metj  stand  nign  in  the 
ranks  of  I iortliwestern  (glamour  Lf^irls  ana  slioii/a  go 

far  in  tlie  future. 


■^'^^«L. 


B.  J.  Allen  is  a  compact,  lush 
bit  of  femininity.  Her  dark  hair 
and  fair  skin  attract  the  average, 
red-blooded  male.  She  recently 
caused  some  talk  by  dating  both 
Perry  Winsberg  and  Sig  Hanson. 


^his  i^on 


Poignant,  poised  Margaruite 
Bunge,  one  of  the  brighter  star- 
lets of  Northwestern's  alluring 
creatures.  Unknown  a  few  weeks 
ago  her  name  is  now  on  the  tip 
of  everyone's  tongue.  We  don't 
have  to  explain  why — look  at 
this  picture. 


Fsr-5" 


* 


s*!^^ 

,***' 


LeJiy 


'  *    ! 


:^ 


Jane  Munson,  smooth,  sultry 
manikin,  has  been  enamouring 
men  long  before  she  attained 
her  recent  fame.  Her  svelte  fig- 
ure and  enticing  mien  were  suf- 
fice to  bring  her  into  the  lime- 
light. Alas,  for  the  rest  of 
mankind,  her  heart  is  the  private 
property  of  the  U.  S.  Navy. 


different  from  most  of  the  publicity  contests  at  Northwestern,  is  one  with  real 
meaning.  At  this  time  when  most  Northwestern  men  are  preparing  to  go  out 
and  fight  for  their  country,  a  contest  of  this  kind  is  very  apropos.  The 
SYLLABUS  deserves  much  credit  for  ilhistrating  the  kind  of  girls  men  fight  and 
die  for.  This  democratic  contest  represents  the  American  ideal — liberty,  these 
girls,  especially  Nancy  Berthold,  represent  the  American  way  of  life.  This  is 
indeed  worth  fighting  for. 
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inner — NANCy  BERTHOLD 


Photo  by  Carlos 


NORTHWESTERN'S    GIRL    MOST    WORTH    FIGHTING    FOR 


Tall,  blond  and  charming  is  Nancy  Berthold,  the  winner. 
Despite  the  smooth,  sophisticated  expression  in  most  of  her 
pictures  she  is  really  of  a  very  impish  nature.  Carefree  and 
gay  Nancy  is  quick  to  smile,  quick  on  the  come-back,  and 
always  willing  to  go  along  with  a  gag.  Men  are  a  hobby  with 
her.  But  every  Northwestern  man  she  has  been  out  with  de- 
scribes her  as  a  "wonderful  date".    A  Chicago  girl,  Nancy 


came  to  N.  U.  mainly  for  the  education  and  started  on  the 
road  to  fame  almost  immediately  when  she  was  a  candidate 
for  Queen  of  the  Navy  Ball.  A  poorly  designed  coiffure 
ruined  this  first  chance,  but  now  at  last  she  has  triumphed. 
With  her  flaxen  hair,  laughing  eyes,  and  trim  figure  Nancy 
is  a  wise  choice  for 

"THE  GIRL  MOST  WORTH  FIGHTING  FOR." 
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The  Cameras  Roll 


WHAT  HAS  GONE  BEFORE: 

Sandra  Shaw,  yoiins,,  lovclv,  and  innocent,  was  the  luckv 
winner  of  the  MISS  POTTLE  CORXERS  (Iowa)  contest, 
and  is  now  in  Hollywood  awaiting  the  results  of  her  screen 
test.  It  has  been  rumored  that  she  is  the  Find  oj  the  Year,  and 
is  to  he  starred  soon  with  one  of  the  most  handsome  and 
popular  actors  on  the  screen.  In  the  meantime,  Sandra  has 
been  taken  about  Hollywood  by  Barry  LcTour,  her  partner 
oj  the  screen  test,  and  she  has  only  just  begun  to  suspect  that 
his  intentions  toward  her  arc  questionable.  .\0\V  GO  ON 
WITH  THE  STORY! 


I    GUESS  I  told  you  my  real  name  isn't  Sandra.    Maybe  my 
mistakes  began  when  I  chani^ed  my  name  from  just  plain 
Bessie.    Maybe  I  should  never  have  left   Pottle  Corners 
or  my  family  or  dear,  sweet,  steady  John.    Dear  John  .   .   . 
how  often  I've  thought  of  him   in   these  last   terrible  daysl 
But  to  get  back  to  Barry. 

Perhaps  I  should  have  suspected  something  that  night  after 
the  screen  test  when  he  said  we  needed  to  work  on  our  scene 
in  case  they  wanted  a  retake.  But  not  until  he  drew  me 
into  his  dressing  room,  turned  out  the  lights,  and  pulled  me 
savagely  into  his  arms  did  I  realize  that  he  was  trying  to 
do  anything  more  than  just  be  helpful  and  friendly  to  a 
young  girl  in  a  strange  city.  Swept  by  a  strange  and  ter- 
rifying emotion,  I  found  myself  returning  his  kisses.  His 
heart-beat  was  like  a  drum  in  my  ears,  and  I  heard  him 
whisper  again  and  again,  "Sandra,  Sandra." 

Of  course  when  I  finally  became  aware  of  what  I  was  doing, 
it  was  too  late,  but  I  wrote  John  a  long  letter,  and  at  least 
I  had  learned  what  Barry  was  really  like. 

.\iter  that  I  was  careful,  but  in  my  youth  and  innocence 
I  had  failed  to  reckon  with  the  unscrupulous  intensity  of 
Barry's  desire.  In  public  he  behaved  with  his  usual  suave 
charm,  but  in  private  I  couldn't  overcome  my  innocent  dread 
of  him.    Suddenly'  I  knew  that  I  couldn't  go  through  with  a 


retake.  At  the  thought  of  having  him  make  love  to  me  in 
front  of  thousands  of  extras,  I  trembled  from  head  to  foot. 
.At  last  I  knew  there  was  only  one  alternative — I  had  to  see 
;\Ir.  Van  Rosenblum,  the  director,  and  tell  him  I  couldn't  go 
through  with  it. 

I  found  to  my  surprise  that  the  only  time  "Vannie"  saw 
his  new  girls  was  in  the  evening,  and,  suspecting  nothing  in 
my  youthful  innocence,  I  went  to  see  him  that  very  night. 
I  found  him  sitting  on  an  ivory  sofa  in  front  of  a  leopard-skin 
rug.  He  beckoned  me  to  sit  beside  him.  "Now,  my  dear," 
he  said,  slipping  a  comforting  arm  around  me,  "just  pretend 
I'm  your  father  and  tell  me  anything  that's  on  your  mind." 
Feeling  grateful  for  his  protective  attitude,  I  told  him  the 
whole  story.  He  dried  my  eyes,  gave  me  a  fatherly  kiss,  and 
told  me  I'd  never  have  to  play  the  scene  because  he  was  star- 
ring me  in  a  new  production  with  one  of  the  most  dashing 
actors  in  the  business — a  man  far  above  Barry's  type,  and 
that  I  should  spend  a  few  days  in  Catalina  and  come  back 
rested  for  my  big  chance.  My  new  partner  would  be  on  the 
boat.  (He  was  going  fishing,  and  I  could  meet  him  them.) 
Suddenly  I  realized  that  V'annie's  kisses  had  become  not-so- 
fatherly,  and  he  was  looking  at  me  with  a  strange  gleam  in 
his  eyes,  but  I  was  too  happy  to  wonder.  When  I  left  the 
next  morning,  I  felt  younger  than  ever,  but,  oh,  so  grateful, 
and  I  wrote  John  a  long  letter. 

.\\\  day  on  the  boat  I  wondered  where  my  new  partner 
was,  and  finally  I  thought  that  perhaps  he  hadn't  come.  That 
evening,  as  I  sat  on  my  bed  in  the  dark,  looking  out  the  port- 
hole at  the  moonlight  on  the  water,  and  feeling  lonely  for 
John,  I  heard  a  voice  outside  the  door  saying,  "It's  such  a 
lovely  night  I  couldn't  sleep.  Do  you  mind  if  I  come  in 
and  talk  for  a  few  minutes?  I'll  leave  my  shoes  outside  so 
no  one  hears  me."  Before  I  could  say  anything,  the  door 
opened,  then  closed,  and  I  heard  footsteps  approaching  the 
i)ed.  Suddenly  I  froze  with  a  realization — THE!  Mx\X  BE- 
SIDE ME  WAS—  *T0  BE  CONTINUED  I '. ! 


'  ^S^i^S^  i^^iS^:^^ 


Sandra  wonders  if  she  should  ever  hare  left  her  rustic  home  in   Pottle  Corners. 
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I  WON'T  BE 

A  FURLOUGH 

BRIDE 


Why  one  girl  is 
going  to  wait 
until  the  war  is 
won  to  marry 
the  man  of  her 
heart. 
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\\  r^UT  you  must  be  going  to  marry  him  on  furlough," 
P^  my  sorority  sisters  exclaimed,  smoking  as  they  lay 
»-'  back  in  the  lounge-chairs  on  the  porch.  A  blue- 
bird was  fluttering  about  the  Gamma  Delta  eaves.  All  was 
still,  save  for  the  house-mother  arguing  with  the  waiters 
clearing  off  the  tables,  and  I  sat  and  thought. 

"Shall  I  marry  Bob,"'  I  asked  myself.  Tilly  has  done  that. 
I  could  picture  her  now,  traipsing  along  the  campus,  jolting 
her  baby  buggy  before  her.  She  has  a  baby — and  no  visible 
means  of  support,  except  the  $4,000  she  gets  from  her  par- 
ents, and  the  scholarship.  As  for  her  husband,  who  knows 
what  he  may  be  doing,  now  that  he's  in  Bali.  "Yes,"  I  said 
to  myself,  "being  a  furlough  bride  means  insecurity." 

"But,"  I  argued  with  myself,  "it  may  inspirit  Bob  to 
know  that  he  has  a  beautiful  wife  at  home,  something  to 
fight  for."  I  dashed  madly  into  the  sorority  house,  and  looked 
at  the  large  mirror  in  the  parlor.  There  I  stood.  I  felt  that 
it  would  be  cruel  to  turn  Bob  down,  the  next  time  he  came 
and  fell  on  his  knees  before  me,  and  put  to  me  the  dainty 
question. 

"But,"  I  asked  myself  again,  as  if  a  she-demon  were  war- 
ring with  the  optimistic  angel  in  my  mind,  "what  if  Bob 
meets  Death  in  the  war?"  Marriage  would  make  the  horror 
of  his  never  coming  back  all  the  worse.  Once  a  girl's  husband 
dies,  she  feels  duty-bound  never  to  marry  again.  I  could 
picture  myself  a  widow,  joining  women's  clubs,  becoming 
an  ardent  alumna,  but  never  feeling  the  joys  of  matrimony. 
"But,"  said  the  optimistic  angel  in  my  mind,  overtopping 
everything  pessimistic,  "You  like  Bob!  Marry  him  because 
you  like  him." 


This  was  my  resolution  when  I  heard  that  a  furlough  had 
finally  been  granted  Bob.    I  would  marry  him! 

Bob  was  to  come  to  see  me  Thursday  night.  As  the  evening 
swam  near,  I  felt  serious,  yet  inspired.  In  contrast,  frivolity 
was  shaking  the  ramparts  of  my  sorority  house.  The  knocker 
beat  on  the  front  door — ever  since  the  first  night  we  had 
kissed,  Bob  used  the  knocker  instead  of  the  bell.  I  dashed 
hurriedly  to  the  entrance,  but  it  turned  out  to  be  the  ice-cream 
man.  I  sat  in  suspense  for  an  hour  longer.  At  8:30  the  knock- 
er sounded  forth  again,  and  this  time  it  was  Bob  indeed! 

The  sad,  poignant  strains  of  At  the  Crossroads  emanated 
from  the  radio,  as  Bob  came  in  and  kissed  me.  He  almost 
furled  me  around  him  in  the  embrace. 

"Oh  Bob,"  I  said,  "I  am  so  glad  to  see  you." 

"So  am  I,"  he  answered,  smiling. 

"What  have  you  been  doing,  all  the  time  you've  been 
away?" 

"I've  been  in  the  army,"  he  said,  pointing  at  his  uniform. 

"Bob,  we  cannot  confuse  present  values  with  future  values. 
My  values  now  are  the  sorority  and  college.  I  must  cling  to 
these  rather  than  depend  on  future  values  that  may  never 
be  realized." 

"You  mean  that  we  must  hold  off  marrying  until  after  the 
war,"  he  said. 

"Yes."  At  that  moment  a  sorority  sister  hummed  the 
house  song.   "I  am  first  of  all  a  Gamma  Delta,"  I  said. 

"I  know  just  how  you  feel,''  Bob  answered  meditatively. 
"I  am  first  of  all  a  soldier.  That's  how  I  felt  when  I  heard 
the  Canadian  troops  sing  'Pomp  and  Circumstance  March 
No.  2.'  " 
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THIS 
IS 

WILL 
MILLER 


A  fypical  pose 
of  Will  Miller 
— the  smooth, 
suave,  sophisti- 
cated sheik  of 
the  editorial 
board. 
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ILL  MILLER  is  an  activities  man!  He  is  a  member 
of  Beta  Sigma  (and  eagerly  awaiting  his  shovel), 
president  of  Phi  Kappa  Sigma,  a  member  of  Deru 
and  Purple  Key,  and  editorial  chairman  of  the  Daily. 
Campus  politics  also  have  attracted  him.  He  can  recall  his 
early  days  as  a  party  boss,  when  his  home  and  headquarters 
were  in  the  Bronx-slums  atmosphere  of  the  the  old  Pearson's 
dorm.  Becoming  a  fraternity  man  in  his  sophomore  year,  he 
now  pulls  the  strings  from  fashionable  quarters  in  the  Phi 
Kap  house. 

But  most  of  his  attention  is  devoted  to  the  Daily.  In  striv- 
ing to  shine  at  editorial  board  meetings  and  in  his  weekly 
column  "Respectfully  Submitted,"  he  sorely  taxes  his  mind 
and  energy.  "The  most  surprising  thing  in  my  college 
career,"  he  told  me  when  I  interviewed  him,  "was  my  ap- 
pointment to  the  editorial  chairmanship  of  the  Daily."  But 
his  conduct  in  that  capacity  has  made  for  few  surprises — it 
has  been  business-like  and  smooth. 

Will  Miller's  good  looks  are  emphasized  by  his  erect,  almost 
stately,  walk  and  his  smart  dress.  He  likes  to  travel  around 
campus  in  neatly-tailored  sport  coats  and  a  conservative 
knitted  black  tie.  His  chief  sartorial  pleasure,  however,  is 
"dressing  formal.'' 

In  interviewing  Will,  I  could  not  help  but  scrutinize  his 
room.  For  the  most  part  it  is  the  typical  college  boy's  room, 
alive  with  pennants  and  photos.  There  are  certain  touches, 
however,  which  reveal  Will  as  an  individual.  In  his  bookcase 
are  such  titles  as  How  to  Become  a  Good  Dancer  by  Arthur 
Murray  and  How  to  Think  Straight  by  Ernest  Dimnet.  Also, 
some  best-sellers  were  buried  under  the  papers  on  his  desk. 
"I  like  to  have  a  couple  of  the  latest  books  on  my  desk," 
explained  Will,  "but  I  haven't  had  occasion  to  do  any  reading 
of  my  own,  e.xcept  during  the  summertime."  On  one  of  the 
tables  there  is  a  bow-wow  wearing  an  Amos-and-Andy  check- 
ered hat.  From  a  hook  on  a  door-jamb  hangs  a  bunch  of  russet 
corn. 

While  Offenbach's  Parisian  Gaiety  ballet  jingled  forth  from 
his  phonograph,  Will  told  me  about  his  youth.   He  was  born 


in  Havana,  Cuba.  His  parents  took  him  away  to  Nashville 
when  he  was  two  years  old,  but  one  of  his  ambitions  is  to  see 
his  birthplace  again.  Will  has  also  lived  in  V'irginia,  New 
Mexico,  Texas,  and  West  Virginia.  He  likes  West  Virginia 
the  best  of  the  states,  "simply  from  having  lived  there  long- 
est." As  for  Virginia,  Will  remarked,  "It  is  a  very  fine  state 
— it  gives  you  a  feeling  of  solidity."  Will  found  the  greatest 
e.xcitement  of  his  boyhood  days  as  a  sea-scout.  He  rose  to 
the  rank  of  quartermaster,  which,  he  informed  me,  is  equiva- 
lent to  an  eagle  in  the  boy  scouts.  Proudly  recollecting  all 
this.  Will  said:  "We  scouts  cruised  down  the  Kanawha  river 
in  West  Virginia  and  down  the  Ohio.  One  time  we  helped 
in  bringing  food  and  a  radio  set  to  people  marooned  during 
a  flood — we  even  did  a  bit  of  evacuating." 

Will  was  schooled  in  West  Virginia.  In  high  school  he  was 
president  of  the  Dramatics  Club,  and  took  the  romantic  leads 
in  many  of  the  plays.  Will  first  became  interested  in  student 
government  when  he  was  sent  to  the  West  Virginia  Boy's 
State,  a  project  sponsored  by  the  American  Legion  to  teach 
young  people  how  to  rule.  He  was  made  governor  of  Boy's 
State,  and  in  that  role  met  the  actual  governor  of  West 
Virginia. 

I  asked  Will  why  he  came  to  Northwestern.  He  answered: 
"The  name  sounded  romantic.  But  most  important,  I  had 
heard  that  Northwestern  stressed  social  life  as  well  as  educa- 
tion, in  which  factors  I  am  mutually  interested."  University 
Hall  is  his  favorite  campus  building.  Among  his  favorite 
professors  is  Lyndon  Brown,  who  teaches  advertising. 
"Brown,"  commented  Will,  "is  a  business  man,  and  yet  he's 
a  teacher  too.  He'll  say  "See  chums?  and  he's  just  a  swell 
guy."  Of  the  town  in  which  this  our  university  is  located. 
Will  said,  "I  like  Evanston's  closeness  to  Chicago  but  also 
its  innate  solitude." 

Will  smokes  very  little  "except  at  parties"  and  enjoys  few 
liquors  other  than  whiskey.  Even  at  Don  the  Beachcomber's, 
which  is  noted  for  its  scores  of  rum  varieties,  he  orders  noth- 
ing but  Scotch-and-soda.  "I  like  French  fries  and  potato 
(Please  turn  to  page  30) 
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PHI     GAMMA     DELTA 


ports  coat  takes  time  out  from  his  many  activities 
dy    Lounge.     Carson's   feature   this    skillfully   tailored 
jacket  in  tan  and  grey  at  $20.00. 


\ 


j%- 


ALPHA     CHI     OMEGA 


Sophisticafed  Jeanet+e  stands  poised  in  a  new  houndsfoofh  checked 
suit.  The  classic  outfit  has  a  four-button,  flat  pocket  jacket  and  the 
skirt  —  trouser  pleated  with  inverted  pleats  in  both  front  and  back. 
Tossed  carelessly  over  her  shoulders,  a  box  coat  of  the  same  plaid 
material.    Each  item  is  presented  this  Spring  at  Carson's  for  $29.95, 
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Acacias  are  still  being  seen  on  west  campus — that  is,  if  anyone  else  is  there 

to  see  them. 


Nancy    Berthold,    the    famous 

Theta  beauty  girl.    Need  more 

be  said? 


He 


eres 


J\prthvpestern 


NORTHWESTERN  is  alarmed  by  the  hordes 
of  mailmen  who  are  trudging  about  campus,  bent 
double  under  sacks  of  Selective  Service  notices. 
The  students  huddle  in  frightened  groups  in  the 
Grill  or  Cooley's.  Romance  is  running  rampant. 
The  cars  are  parked  double  along  Emerson  at  all 
times  of  day  or  night.  These  anxious  couples  can't 
go  anyplace — no  gas.  There  is  only  one  thing  to 
do,  make  love.  Everyone  is  talking  about  pin- 
hangings,  engagements,  war  marriages,  and  other 
choice  subjects  for  scandal-mongers.  But,  unfor- 
tunately, your  reporter  doesn't   like  scandal. 

Perhaps  you  expect  me  to  tell  you  something 
about  the  intimate  life  of  the  people  shown  on 
this  page.  I  could  make  some  nasty  crack  about 
Til  Kreiling,  who  sits  below  innocently  smiling 
with  his  legs  crossed.  I  could  tell  a  juicy  anecdote 
about  Nancy  Berthold.  I  could  bring  up  something 
from  the  black  past  of  Bob  Lindquist  and  Al 
Knights.  I  could  question  the  intentions  of  the 
two  Acacians  sitting  in  the  deserted  dining  room 
of  Sally's.    But  I  won't. 

Whatever  people  do  in  their  own  private  life  is 
their  own  business,  not  the  business  of  the  reading 
public. 


Here  are  pictures 
of  Bob  Lindquist, 
Phi  Delta  Theta, 
Allen  Knights, 
N.  A.  I.,  and  Til 
Kreiling,  Sigma 
Chi.  In  spite  of 
their  proximity 
on  this  page,  they 
really  don't  know 
each  other  —  so- 
cially. 
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JOCKEY  FORMANS 
BOX  STALL 
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Ray  Forman 
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Fuvorite  Among 

Students'" 

On  Golf  Roatl  .  .  Skokie  2402 


AT  ANY  HOUR 

Famous — 
Hainbitrgers 
French  Fries 
Refreshments 

o 

Dancing 

o 

Rooms  for 
Private  Parties 

o 

Ask  for  Pete 

Ben's  Lounge 

Skokie  &  Dempster 


Send  a  Record  of YourVoice 

to  your  friends  in  the  service. 
6"  record  for  25c — two  sides  35c. 

EVANSTON  RADIO  SHOP 


1711   Sherman  Ave. 


Uni.  4747 


SCOTCH  WOOL  SHOP 

708  CHURCH  STREET 

EVANSTON, 

ILLINOIS 

UNI.  7670 


RECENT   FILMS 
REVIEWED 


IN   A   FLASH! 


THE  MOON  AND  SIXPENCE— a  rather  nasty  sixty 
iiiinutes  about  a  very  nasty  man  w]io  left  his  nice 
wife  and  family  to  paint  pictures  and  live  in  the 
South  Seas  Islands.  Some  VVellesian  photography 
livens  the  show,  Somerset  Maugham  wrote  the  story 
originally-  and  George  Sanders  and  Herbert  Mar- 
shall are  the  most  outstanding  actors.  Nondescript 
entertainment  unless  you  are  seeking  technical 
quality. 

CASABLANCA — plenty  big  thriller;  a  glamorized 
escape  from  the  Nazis  picture  with  an  exotic  setting 
in  the  political  intrigues  of  Casablanca.  Tough  but 
tender  Humphrey  Bogart  loves  Ingrid  Bergman  but 
renounces  her  at  the  last  minute  because  he  feels 
her  duty  lies  beside  her  only-too-wonderfui  husband 
Paul  Henreid. 


MY  SISTER  EILEEN^rough-and  tumble,  but  saved 
in  a  few  phiie^  from  becoming  slapstick  by  inimi- 
table Rosalind  Russell  and  her  inimitable  eyebrow 
acting.  Good  movie  for  laughs  if  you  haven't  heard 
the  story  a  hundred  times  before,  seize  the  oppor- 
tunity to  holf!  hands  with  your  date.  If  you  don't 
ha\'p  a  date,   dtm't  go. 


COMMANDO  RAID  AT  DAWN— Louis  Pasteur  Muni 
plays  a  patriotic  Noiwegian  who  eventually  revolts 
against  Nazi  rule  in  his  little  village.  He  leads  the 
British  commandos  in  a  raid  against  the  airfield  the 
Germans  are  building  on  a  nearby  mount  aint  oil 
Muni  is  still  Paul  Muni,  but  this  film  shows  the 
fine  Muni  physique  to  perfection  by  means  of  a 
black  turtlencck  s\\eater. 

RANDOM  HARVEST^James  Hilton's  mediocre  love 
story  becomes  a  mediocre  picture,  produced  with 
the  best  of  M-G-M  veneer.  Greer  Garson  and  Ron- 
ald Colman  hold  forth  among  the  blossoms  and  fog. 
Susan  Peters  suffers  nobly  in  one  particular  scene 
with  Colin  an  standing  by  with  his  usual  wooden 
stance  sometimes  known  as  restraint. 

ONCE  UPON  A  HONEYMOON— This  one  falls  apart 
in  the  middle  of  Pid.uid  as  a  newspaper  man  and 
the  wife  of  a  Nazi  Baron  face  the  problem  of  morals 
fairly  and  squarely.  Ginger  Rogers  and  Cary  Grant 
are  cast  as  Ginger  Rogers  and  Cary  Grant.  When 
Ginger   dropped   her   accent,    we   dropped    tiie    show. 

IN  WHICH  WE  SERVE— features  a  credit  billing  in 
which  Noel  Coward  gives  Orson  Welles  something 
to  shoot  at.  Despite  N.  Y.  Film  Critics  Award,  this 
film  is  highly  over-rated.  It  is  grossly  sentimental 
with  a  tendency  to  drag  and  drag.  Mr.  Coward 
seems  to  long  for  the  drawing  room  throughout  his 
sequences,    even    while   he    decides    about    drowning. 


THE  BLACK  SWAN — Tyrone  Power  slaps  Maureen 
O'Hara  about  the  place  in  traditional  swashbuckling 
style.  Naturally  she  loves  it,  although  Ty  seems  a 
bit  embarrassed  about  the  whole  thing.  Laird  Cregar 
spends  some  minutes  throwing  his  weight  around. 
Thomas  Mitchell  is  utterly  wasted  in  a  minor  role. 
They  can  put  this  one  back  in   the  bottle. 


WHITE  CARGO — Undoubtedly  the  worst  film  of  the 
year.  Hedy  Lamarr  writhes  and  jerks;  Walter  Pid- 
geon  shouts;  Richard  Carlson  simpers.  There  is 
much  talk,  about  becoming  acclimatized  which  will 
annoy  you  as  much  as  it  does  Pidgeon.  Hedy  mut- 
ters about  making  tiffin,  the  African  version  of  a 
Mickey  Finn.  God  forbid  that  anything  like  this 
should  happen  again. 


REUNION  IN  FRANCE— Eighty  years  after  the 
Civil  War.  Joan  Crawford  discovers  that  war  is  hell. 
Her  transition  from  a  capitalistic  playgirl  to  a 
capitahstic  sufferer  for  a  cause  of  freedom  grants 
her  ample  opportunity  to  display  a  typically  ex- 
tremist Hollywood  wardrobe.  John  Wayne  tries  to 
find  something  to  do  with  his  hands,  while  Philip 
Dorn  plays  it  cagey. 

STAR  SPANGLED  RHYTHM— Paramount  issues  a 
bloated  trailer  to  let  people  know  what  a  swell  lot 
they  do  have  and  how  friendly  all  these  picture 
people  are.  Victor  Moore  plays  a  sad  role,  but  then 
he  is  no  exception.  The  gags  are  old;  the  plot  is 
painfully  contrived,  and  the  Glamor  Girl  trio  is 
something   even    a    College    show   would    turn    down. 

THE  GLASS  KEY — Alan  Ladd  further  encroaches 
upon  George  Raft's  territory  in  this  attempt  to 
produce  another  "This  Gun  for  Hire."  The  attempt 
falls  short  despite  the  presence  of  Veronica  Lake 
as  a  really  nice  girl  though  something  of  a  snob. 
Brian  Donlevy  plays  the  role  of  a  diamond  in  the 
rough  as  when  hasn't  he. 

GENTLEMAN  JIM— with  Errol  Flynn  as  the  gen- 
tleman in  a  fascinating  fighting-Irish  family.  The 
fight  sequences  are  the  best  of  the  show,  especially 
as  his  father  and  brothers  follow-through  on  every 
punch  with  Gentleman  Jim  Corbett.  The  Love  In- 
terest is  exceptionally  colorless — ignore  it  complete- 
ly if  you  possibly  can. 

SIEGE  OF  LENINGRAD— What  with  General  Vo- 
roshilov  Szostakowicz  carrying  his  little  water 
bucket  to  put  out  fires,  and  the  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  spirited,  fortitudinous  common  people  fight- 
ing, this  is  like  a  Greek  epic.  The  picture  shows  the 
battling  at  first  hand.  It  is  indisputable  testimony 
of  the  debt  we  owe  Russia. 

THE  IMMORTAL  SERGEANT— deals  with  a  "lost 
haltalion"  in  Lilna.  Serir^aiLt  Tom  Mitchell  is  the 
immortal.  He  dies,  you  see,  but  his  soul  goes  march- 
ing on  in  the  person  of  his  second-in-command, 
Corporal  Henry  Fonda.  The  war  does  not  destroy 
Lyhian  sands'  abilities  to  sow  a  romance  between 
Fonda  and  Maureen  O'Hara.  Realistic  touches-  how- 
ever, are  provided  in  the  battle-scenes. 

FLYING  TIGERS — could  be  good,  but  it  isn't.    John 

Wayne  is  tiie  virile,  self-sacrificing  squadron  leader 
of  the  American  Volunteer  Group.  Without  the 
blond  nurse  (Anna  Lee)  he  would  have  been  almost 
effective  in  the  part.  But  the  blond  is  there  and  so 
is  a  greasy  bit  of  emotionalism  in  which  John  Car- 
roll out -sacrifices  Wayne,  completely  ruining  some 
of   the   true   explnits  of   our  country's   early  heroes. 

MARGIN  FOR  ERROR  —  inspired  by  Mayor  La 
Guardia's  saidonic  decision  to  protect  the  Nazi  Con- 
sulate in  New  York  with  a  squad  of  Jewish  police- 
men. Was  poor  as  play — is  w-orse  as  movie.  By 
Claire  Booth.  Material  is  dated  and  the  plot  gos- 
samer thin.    Milton   Berle  is  funny   as   a   cop. 

THE  CRYSTAL  BALL— a  New  York  shooting  gal- 
lery and  a  fortune-teller's  estabhshment  provide  a 
backg;round  for  Paulette  Goddard's  and  Ray  Mil- 
land's  lightning  romance.  A  number  of  capable 
players  strain  and  sweat  confidently  for  laughs — in 
vain. 

THE   MAJOR   AND   THE   MINOR — Ginger  Rogers  is 

almost  as  atrocious  as  Diana  Barrymore  in  the  role 
of  a  wee  little  girl.  Some  of  the  lines  are  very  subtle 
and  fairly  good.  Worth  going  to  just  to  hear  Miss 
Rogers  tell  about  a  play  called  "Six  Who  Passed 
While  the  Lentils  Boiled." 
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For  the  Fans  of 
Leon  Kranz 

Continued  from  page  8 


fluent  epigrams.  "I  believe  in  keeping 
the  body  lit.  Physical  fitness  increases 
the  joy  of  living.  A  person  must  know 
his  limitations.  Often  people  who  plan 
to  do  something  be\'ond  their  strength 
meet  with  disaster.  Know  your  limita- 
tions!'' 

After  these  remarks,  Kranz  contem- 
plated the  ceiling.  "We  have  become  a 
a  spectator  nation — we  watch  without 
performing.  We  accept  all  the  privileges 
that  a  democracy  offers  without  accept- 
ing the  responsibilities.  That  is  why  the 
students  are  much  poorer  physically  in 
this  war  than  in  the  last  war."  Kranz 
believes  that  there  is  a  relationship  be- 
tween physical  carelessness  and  spiritual 
carelessness. 

Kranz  declared  that  the  "body  im- 
proves as  it  is  used,  unlike  a  machine, 
which  deteriorates  as  it  is  used."  Coffee, 
liquor,  cola  drinks,  cigarettes,  and  other 
things  which  we  use  as  stimulants  are 
far  less  energizing,  he  said,  than  good, 
well-planned  e.xercise.  A  foe  of  booze, 
he  even  refuses  to  consider  it  a  food. 

Kranz  practices  what  he  preaches.  A 
beautiful  illustration  of  this  lies  in  the 
fact  that  he  took  a  long  ski  run  in 
Switzerland  when  he  was  forty-five — 
and  he  had  never  done  any  skiing  be- 
fore. He  now  teaches  prospective  Moun- 
tain troops  how  to  ski. 

I  asked  Kranz  what  he  thought  of 
college  students.  ''Dealing  with  them," 
he  asserted,  "is  the  greatest  pleasure  a 
man  can  have."  As  for  campus  activities, 
Kranz  believes  that  each  of  them  has 
something  to  contribute  to  social  e.x- 
perience.  He  himself  is  a  sponsor  of 
several  activities,  including  the  Alinute 
Maids.  An  upholder  of  the  fraternity 
system,  he  is  an  honorary  member  of 
Acacia  House. 

"What  are  your  favorite  recreations," 
I  prodded  him.  "In  winter,  skiing  and 
bowling;  in  summer,  golf,"  he  said,  but 
he  reminded  me  that  bowling  and  golf 
are  not  valuable  as  exercise. 

Kranz  also  take  a  great  delight  in 
symphonic  music.  "I  play  the  piano, 
but  mostly  for  my  own  amazement,"  he 
punned.  As  for  movies,  he  likes  only 
the  educational  type,  praising  "The  Life 
of  Louis  Pasteur"  in  particular.  Charlie 
McCarthy  is  his  favorite  radio  program. 
"It's  the  only  one  I  really  listen  to. 
Edgar  Bergen  was  a  student  in  one  of 
my  classes  years  ago." 

Then  our  discussion  returned  to  gym- 
nastics. I  left  him  a  few  minutes  later. 
I  had  visions  of  clean  white  trunks  and 
sport-shirts.  I  had  visions  of  clean 
young  men  advancing  with  bulging  bi- 
ceps into  war  and  peace. 
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A   BOX  OF   LIFE 

SAVERS  FOR 

THE  BEST 

WISECRACK! 


What  is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week'  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there  will 
be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication. 


Tho  Clint  made  Jeanie  twitterpated, 
She  was  not  the  girl  he  dated  .  .  . 

Til  she  discovered  Pep-0-Mint. 
Now  our  Jeanies  Mrs.  Clint. 


MORAL  I  Everybocl>"s  breath 
..ITi-ii.Irt  ni>w  and  then.  Let  Life 
Savers  sweeleii  anil  freshen 
your  breath  after  eating,  drink- 
ing, and  sniukin^. 


"Susan!  Stop  bothering  Joe  and  let  him 
enjoy  his  Sir  Walter  Raleigh" 


Blended  from  choice  Kemueky  buiieys, 

Sir  Walter  Raleigli  is  extra  mild — burns         „^ 

cool— with  a  delightful  aroma  all  its  own.         * 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 

PIPE   TOBACCO 


Smokes  as  sweet  as  it  smells  • 


UNION  MADE 


THIS   MONTH'S   LETTERS 


By  IRIS  McCORMICK 


Dear  Iris, 

My  boy  friend  is  goini:;  in  the  marines,  but  he  won't  tell 
me  when.  He  says  it's  a  secret  and  even  he  doesn't  know.  Is 
he  kidding  or  is  this  on  the  level?  I've  known  him  for  quite 
a  few  years  (he  was  my  first  real  boy  friend)  and  he's  not 
the  kind  of  a  guy  who  would  lie  to  me.  How  can  I  get  him  to 
tell?  Last  night  I  asked  him  did  I  or  the  government  mean 
more  to  him  and  he  just  mumbled  and  said  he  didn't  know. 

I  am  five  feet  two,  blonde,  and  have  blue  eyes  that  turn 
sort  of  greenish  when  I  wear  pastels.   Why  won't  he  tell  me? 

Please  answer, 

Miss   Peggy   !\Iae   Shultz 
St.  Petersburg,  Fla. 
Dear  Miss  Shultz, 

I  feel  somehow  that  if  you  really  answer  to  the  description 
you  give,  he  is  being  sincere  with  you.  He  does  not  know 
when  he  is  being  ordered,  for  how  could  he  resist  the  blue 
eyes  that  turn  green  when  you  wear  pastels?  Do  you  count 
lilac  as  a  pastel?    Some  people  do. 

Yours  sincerely. 

Iris  ]\IcCormick 

Dear  Iris, 

I  have  a  fifteen-year-old  daughter  who  thinks  she  is  Linda 
Darnell.  My  father  (he  lives  with  us  now)  thinks  he  looks 
and  acts  like  Monty  Woolley.  I  wouldn't  mind  so  much  if 
my  son  hadn't  caught  the  bug  too.  He  is  eight  and  has 
memorized  all  the  lines  from  all  the  Roddie  ]\IacDowell 
pictures. 

And  now  my  husband  has  been  going  to  the  movies  a  lot 
lately  and  I  am  afraid.  What  will  become  of  our  home  life? 
1  know  he'll  be  an  Edward  Arnold  instead  of  a  Charles  Boyer. 

What  can  I  do? 

Emma  O'Neill    (Mrs.  P.  T.) 
Dear  Mr.  O'Neill, 

Your  wife  has  just  written  me  a  letter.  She  is  afraid  of 
the  future  of  your  unusual  family.  I  appeal  to  you  as  a  trust- 
ing friend  would  to  the  loving  husband  of  a  sweet,  home- 
loving,  and  beautiful  woman.  It  is  up  to  you  to  rescue  your 
daughter  and  son  and   father-in-law  from  the  movie  craze. 

You  had  lietter  do  something  but  cjuick.    Did  it  ever  occur 


to  you  that  your  wife  might  suddenly  decide  to  make  like 
Diana  Barrymore?    Then  how  would  you  feel  I 

Iris  !McCormick 

Dear  Iris, 

I  hope  you  won't  mind  my  calling  you  by  your  first  name 
— it  seems  as  though  I  could  talk  to  you  better  that  way. 

I  am  a  good-looking  bo\'  of  eighteen  whose  parents  won't 
allow  me  to  go  out  with  girls.  Almost  every  girl  I  see  in 
classes  would  love  to  have  a  date  with  me,  but  I  must  avoid 
them  all.  What  would  I  ever  tell  them  when  they  suggested 
going  to  the  grill  for  a  coke? 

I  don't  want  to  go  out  with  them  all,  but  now  I  think  that 
I  have  just  met  the  most  important  girl  of  my  life.  It  was 
in  geology  class  and  I  know  I  shall  love  her  always.  How 
shall  I  break  the  news  to  my  parents?  How  long  should  I 
wait  to  ask  her  out? 

\'ery  sincerely  yours. 

Howard  B. 
i\Iy  dear  Howard, 

All  you  Phi  Gams  seem  to  be  like  that.  I  can't  understand 
how  you  have  come  along  this  far  without  ever  having  a  date 
with  a  girl. 

But  really,  Howard,  I  think  your  parents  are  right.  \\'hat 
are  girls,  anyway.  All  they  do  is  spend  your  money.  Besides, 
you  have  to  give  them  Christmas  presents  and  send  them 
flowers  sometimes.  It  isn't  worth  it.  You  may  think  that 
this  girl  is  the  most  important  girl  in  the  world  now,  but  you 
will  have  forgotten  her  in  twenty-five  years.  Just  study  your 
geology  and  you  will  be  much  happier. 

Never  mind  what  the  Phi  Psis  tell  you. 

Iris  ]\IcCormick 

Dear  Miss  JNIcCormick, 

I  think  I  am  a  mystic.  For  some  time  I  have  been  feeling 
that  there  is  something  about  me  that  was  not  like  everyone 
else,  but  I  went  on  my  own  way  without  bothering  about  it. 
Now  the  time  has  come  when  I  must  unburden  myself  to  you. 

At  ten  o'clock  last  night  Uncle  Herbert  came  to  see  me. 
He  has  been  dead  five  months.  He  knocked  on  my  bedroom 
door  and  woke  me  up  out  of  a  sound  sleep.   "Sarah,"  he  said. 
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after  we  had  talked  a  while,  "I  am  going  to  have  a  reincarna- 
tion." Well,  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  this,  so  I  just 
said.  "Okay,"  and  went  back  to  sleep. 

Now  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  He  didn't  say  when  he  was 
coming  or  anything  definite.  And  how  will  I  know  him  when 
I  see  him?  What  would  you  do,  Miss  McCormick?  Would 
you  ask  around  and  watch  strange  animals  and  people  or 
would  you  just  wait  for  a  second  visit?  Sometimes  my  ears 
ring.    Does  this  mean  anything? 

Help, 

^liss  Sarah  Peterson 
Lobeck,  INIaine 
Dear  ^Miss  Peterson, 

I  am  embarrassed  that  you  told  me  what  should  rightly 
belong  to  just  you  and  your  Uncle  Herbert.  It's  your  secret. 
There  are  some  things  in  life  that  should  not  be  told  beyond 
the  family  circle.  Now  the  poor  man  is  probably  so  vexed 
that  he  will  not  make  his  second  visit  for  quite  some  time,  if 
he  makes  it  at  all. 

Just  about  all  you  can  do  now  is  to  be  patient  and  wait. 
And  about  the  ringing  ears — mine  ring  too  some  times.  In 
fact — does  your  uncle  have  a  bald  head  and  small,  beady 
eyes?  If  so,  I  think  I've  seen  him.  Please  send  a  description 
of  him. 

Iris  ]\IcCormick 


Dear  ^liss  ]\IcCormick, 

The  world  is  at  war.  The  ordinary  Chicagoan,  taking  his 
customary  twice-a-day  ride  on  the  el  may  not  realize  it,  but 
there  is  a  war.    And  with  the  war  come  problems. 

Ours  is  of  a  very  personal  sort.  We  should  like  to  know 
whether  or  not  you  advise  marriage  at  this  time.  You  see — 
we  have  a  career  we  would  like  to  develop — a  journalistic  one. 
But  there  is  also  a  boy  whom  we  would  like  to  marry. 

Since  there  is  a  war  going  on  now,  what  would  be  your 
advice  to  us? 

Sincerely, 

Sabina  Smith 
Evanston,  Illinois 
Dear  ]\Iiss  Smith. 

Your  problem  is  a  very  common  one  at  this  time.  My 
answer  in  your  case  would  be  to  wait  for  marriage  until  after 
the  war.  Miss  Smith,  I  happen  to  have  read  some  samples 
of  your  writing  and  my  reaction  is  that  you  should  let  noth- 
ing stand  in  the  way  of  your  career.  As  my  grandmother  used 
to  say,  "There  will  always  be  men,  but  szyontpy  on- 
typinheinst  pwoibmnnriy."   (She  was  Bohemian) 

Your  friend. 

Iris  McCormick 

P.S.  I  am  enclosing  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Bernarr 
MacFadden. 

OPEN  LETTER  TO  CHUCK  DURYEA 

Hail.  Dream  Man  of  us  all! 

In  a  recent  house  to  house  survey,  we  of  the  south  quads 
selected  you  as  our  overwhelming  choice  for  the  "manliest 
of  men."  Yes,  we  are  sick  of  those  speech  school  and  Liberal 
Arts  boys  who  get  worn  out  by  one  and  a  half  hours  of  gym 
work  and  need  nine  hours  of  sleep  a  night.  What  we  want  is 
a  man's  man — 1,000,000,000,038  genuine  male  chromosomes. 

You  appeal  to  us  all  because  you  are  so  tall.  And  we  like 
your  broad  shoulders.  And  you  know  how  to  dress  (we  even 
like  the  white  corduroy  pants  you  wear  on  rainy  days).  You 
are  really  an  all-around  man.  You  have  everything — looks, 
brains,  personality,  and  a  car. 

Is  it  really  true  that  you're  going  to  be  around  for  almost 
another  year?  Anyway,  we  hope  the  navy  doesn't  take  you 
till  after  our  south  quads  cotillion  on  May  tenth.  You  will 
consent  to  be  our  south  quads  King  at  that  time,  won't  you? 
There  is  no  other  we  would  rather  have. 

THE  GIRLS 


". . .  but  I  just  HA  VE  to  go  back  for  vty  Tatigee 
SATIN-FINISH  Lipstick!" 

ONCE  you've  enjoyed  the  flawless  smoothness,  the 
glorious  color  of  a  Tangee  satin-finish  Lipstick, 
you'll  never  want  to  be  without  one. 

In  any  weather,  under  all  conditions,  your  satin- 
finish  Lipstick  will  stay  put! . . .  giving  your  lips  a  glos- 
sier perfection,  an  enviable  grooming,  you  used  to  think 
was  only  possible  in  Hollywood. 
Today,  SATIN-FINISH  makes  it  pos- 
sible for  you! 


^&i^ 


WITH  THE  NEW  SATIN-FINISH 
TANGtE  MEDIUM-RED,  TANGEE  NATURAL.TANGEE  THEATRICAL  RED. TANGEE  RED-RED 
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PHOTOGRAPHS 


If  application  piolures  are  needed, 
order  from  your  negative  in  our 
files.      It    saves     time    and     money. 


EUGENE  L.  RAY 

Official    Photographers    for 
I\orthiveslern    University 

1606  Chicago  Ave.  Uni.   2238 


If  Classic   is  your  major 
The  minor  is  unimportant 


CLASSIC 

Barber    Shop 

OPPOSITE  VARSITY  THEATRE 

1721   Sherman  Ave. 


L^ooci    ^elloivd 


Meet  at 


The  River  Inn 

GLEN  VIEW 
Wagner  Rd.  &  Lake  Ave. 


Photo  Copies 

Birth  certificates — service  and  school 
iccords. 

Thesis  Ilhistrations 

Charts  —  ilkistratcd      pages,      tables, 
maps,  etc. 

Application  Photos 

Juh  and  service.    Photos   for  wallets. 


Evanston  Photographic  Service 

1854  Sherman    Avenue 
Evanston,  Illinois 


Northwestern  For  Its 
Clamour  Boys? 

Continued  from  page  1 3 

However,  and  this  is  straight  from 
the  shoulder.  Wee  Willie,  the  21  year 
old  wonder,  isn't  as  divine  as  his  new 
picture  (Just  released  in  the  last  twelve 
issues  of  the  Daih')  would  have  you  be- 
lieve. I  came  right  out  and  asked  the 
great  producer  -  director  -  actor  -  author  - 
technician  how  he  achieves  the  effect  of 
that  buoyant  stride,  and  he  freely  ad- 
mitted that  he  wears  wedgies  day  and 
night.  Incidentally,  Will's  just  been  as- 
signed the  role  of  the  Shadow  in 
"Shadow  and  Substance''.  .  .  . 

Secrets  exposed!  Glamour  boy  Xor- 
man  "Bulldog"  Coleman,  suffers  in 
private  from  lordosis  backline.  .  .  .  Tar- 
zan  McCarthy  on  the  Phi  Gam  lot  has 
ingrown  toenails.  .  .  .  Robert  "White 
rat"  Sanders  has  only  one  lung  and 
FORTY-THREE  red  blood  corpuscles! 

So  many  of  my  fans  have  written: 

"Just  what  IS  the  S.A.E.  Club  and 
who  are  its  members?'' 

Frankly  kids,  that's  one  for  little  Or- 
son Evans.  ...  I  dropped  in  the  club 
yesterday,  but  there  were  so  many  ex- 
tras around,  and  people  passing  out  free 
sets  of  dishes  that  your  reporter  couldn't 
get  beyond  the  parking  lot.  Xo  one 
seems  to  have  heard  of  the  manager, 
but  they  gave  me  a  little  diamond 
shaped  blue  button  on  my  way  out,  and 
were  really  quite  friendly.  It  takes 
FEARLESS  to  get  the  dope,  fans.  I  was 
so  curious  that  I  asked  my  masseuse 
about  it,  and  here  it  is!  1 !  It  seems  that 
the  club  was  on  the  skids  this  fall  due 
to  the  draft,  and  the  scandal  that's  be- 
ing whispered  around  at  reserved  tables 
at  the  Hut  is  that  the  243  new  mem- 
bers have  been  requested  to  remove  the 
quilted  beaver  board  from  their  grey 
flannels  in  order  to  keep  up  a  4F  stand- 
ing. All  the  publicity  that's  been  given 
to  the  fabulous  number  of  raccoon  coats 
around  the  club  is  propaganda,  girls. 
They  have  taken  in  some  three  dozen 
.\fghanstanian  apes  to  keep  the  quota 
full,  and  while  a  little  startling,  they 
seemed  every  bit  as  intelligent  as  the 
other  members. 

There's  a  lot  more  that  FE.^RLESS 
could  tell  you  about  the  Northwestern 
men  myth.  Bill  Reithmiller  has  accute 
attacks  of  gingivitis,  according  to  his 
publicity  agent,  Bill  Reithmiller.  .  .  . 
Yes,  take  away  the  tinsel  and  orna- 
ments from  a  Christmas  tree,  and  what 
have  you  got?  A  Christmas  tree.  So 
listen,  kids,  don't  come  out  here  if  you're 
looking  for  a  man.  Don't  believe  every- 
thing you  hear — or  even  half  of  what 
you  see  twice.  .  .  .  It's  only  a  paper 
moon,  kids,  hanging  over  a  cardboard 
sea  .  .  .  says 

FEARLESS. 


This  Is  Will  Miller 

Continued  from  page  20 

chips — these  are  my  two  favorite  fruits," 
Will  quipped.  As  for  vegetables,  he  is 
"innately  fond"  of  a  Phi  Kappa  Sigma 
T-bone  steak.  When  I  asked  Will  if  he 
relished  garlic,  he  declared  with  good- 
natured  haughtiness:  "Garlic  is  a  won- 
derful thing  to  use  in  hell-week  or  hazing, 
but  not  in  the  Phi  Kappa  Sigma  house." 

A  side  of  Will's  character  that  is  not 
well  known  even  to  his  fraternity 
brothers  is  his  love  of  writing  poetry. 
Among  his  ventures  in  the  art  of  ^Milton 
and  Dante  are  gay  little  verses  for  hell- 
week.  "I  love  to  make  my  own  gifts  and 
my  own  valentines,"  remarked  Will  in 
a  further  disclosure  of  his  talents.  At  a 
masquerade  party  at  which  all  the 
guests  were  to  appear  as  they  wanted 
to  be.  Will  came  in  a  cap-and-gown  and 
a  huge  cardboard  Phi  Beta  Kappa  key 
that  he  had  made  with  his  own  hands. 

Will  has  very  few  complaints  about 
himself.  Perhaps  it  was  with  shame, 
but  more  likely  it  was  with  pride  that 
he  said,  "I  hate  to  do  routine  work — I 
like  to  have  someone  do  that  for  me." 
He  admits  that  in  regard  to  minor  things 
he  is  a  trifle  lazy:  "I  never  shine  my 
own  shoes.  I  have  several  pairs  of  soiled 
.Argyle  socks  lying  around  because  I 
hate  to  wash  them." 

But  although  some  women  might  not 
like  to  fuss  with  soiled  socks,  Nancy 
Starr  Brown,  Pi  Phi,  would  overlook 
everything  bad  about  her  Will.  She  not 
only  wears  his  pin,  she  has  a  bracelet 
made  out  of  his  honorary  society  keys. 
Their  gifts  to  each  other  are  perfectly 
glamorous!  He  gave  her  camellias  for 
the  Navy  Ball  and  perfume  for  Christ- 
mas. To  celebrate  their  pinning  he  sent 
her  one-and-a-half-dozen  roses. 

In  many  ways  Will's  whole  life  has 
been  a  bed  of  V/^  dozen  roses,  but  the 
dazzling  pinnacle  of  vocational  success 
is  something  that  he  has  yet  to  attain. 
'T  aim  to  .study  law,"  Will  said,  "I'm 
also  very  much  enthused  about  invest- 
ments. I'd  like  to  be  an  advertising 
manager  and  promote  sales.  I'd  like  to 
be  president  of  some  company."  Will 
feels  grateful  to  college  for  teaching  him 
how  to  mix  with  all  types  of  people  and 
how  to  handle  people,  since  these  quali- 
ties are  essential  for  an  executive.  His 
sociability  has  reached  the  point  where 
he  enjoys  "talking  to  a  low,  prejudiced, 
poor  person  as  much  as  to  someone  who 
is  polished." 

Will  was  non-committal  in  discussing 
the  war,  but  he  was  eager  to  tell  me  his 
ideas  about  freshmen.  His  advice  to 
them  is:  "Do  what  you  say  you're  going 
to  do,  and  do  it  to  the  best  of  your 
ability."  It  seemed  that  as  Will  uttered 
these  words,  a  million  sea  scouts  were 
singing  in  the  background. 

— Don  Friedman 
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DIRECTORY 


STAR 

STUDIO 

LOVE  LIFE 

NUTS  ABOUT 

BELIEVE  IT  OR 
NOT 

AHRENDS,   THEO   JEAfJ 

Daily  oflfice 

Bob    Rathburn 

Chemical  warfare  pictures 

Doesn't  eat  sour  grapes 

BROOKS,    RUTH 

Speech  school 

North   campus 

Dancing,   radio 

Comes  from  Brooklyn 

BROWNELL,   BAKER 

Philosophy   department 

Mrs.   Brownell 

Decentralization,    with    shepherd 
lasses  and  swains 

Was  once  a  cub  reporter  for  the 
Chi.  Tribune 

COMLY,   JANET 

Rogers  house 

Any  boy  who  comes 
along 

Her  pigtails 

Does  not  want  to  be  a  B.W.O.C. 

EVAMS,    BERGEN 

English  department 

Mrs.   Evans 

Mexican     baked    worms,     which 
taste,   he  says,   like   Post  Toasties 

Writes  poetry 

GAYER,   AMNE   MARIE 

Speech  school 

Various    men,    none    of 
whom  knows  about  the 
others 

Things    of    beauty    that    are    joys 
forever;  Greta  Garbo 

Lives  in  Roland  house,  and  not  in 
a  pension  or  a  maison. 

HILTON,    MARY 

Circulation  department 
of   Deering 

Books  returned  on  time 

Books  returned  on  time 

Majored  in  a  humanity 

KREILING,   TIL 

The  Daily 

The   Daily 

Boogie-woogie  music  and  Descartes 

Smiles  for  the  photographers,  at 
least 

LEE,   JOE 

Business  office  of  Dally 

"Scarce" 

More  ads 

He   drinks 

PEWOWAR,   JULIUS 

S.  G.   B. 

Dottie   Kutchinsky 

Talking  with  his  hands 

Sent  a  teddy  bear  as  a  gift  a 
year  ago 

RATHBUN,   JIM 

Speech  school 

Kirk  awards 

Canaries.    He  looks  as  if  he  swal- 
lowed one 

Is  suffering,  like  everybody  else, 
from  the  gas  shortage 

SCHILPP,   PAUL   ARTHUR 

Everywhere- 

Dr.  and   Mrs.   Paul 
Arthur   Schiipp 

Books  on   philosophy,   like  the   Li- 
brary of  Living  Philosophers 

Was  a  student  once 

PROF.   FRANKLIN    D.   SCOTT 

History  department 

Mrs.  Scott 

Rich,   beautiful   prose 

Is  satisfied  with  plain  vanilla  ice- 
cream 

SILVER,   POLLY 

Syllabus  office 

Everybody 

Sweetness  and  light 

Doesn't  know  who  Will    Miller   is 

SNYDER,    FRANKLYN    B. 

Pearson's   Hall 

Mrs.   Snyder 

Longfellow 

Likes  to  tinker  in   his  garden 

VYNALEK,   JIM 

Syllabus  office 

"Pretty   limited" 

"Doodling  with  pencils  and  paper" 

"Am  a  fightin'  tiger  Vi-hen  I'm 
drunk" 

WILSON,   BRUCE 

Daily  office 

Journalism  school 

Dirty  type 

Wrote  a  short  story  with  a  woman 
in  it,  once 

WINSBERG,    PERRY 

Beta  house 

The  nuts 

Love  life 

Was  the  rude  bully  when  he  went 
to  Shakespeare  grammar  school, 
Chicago 

WOLSELEY,   PROF.    ROLAND 

Journalism  school 

Mrs.  Wolseley 

Correct  date  lines  on  his  students' 
news  stories 

Is  writing  an  article  on  Latin- 
American    music 

ZAHRINGER,  JACK 

Syllabus  office 

"My  staff" 

Beauty  queen  contests 

Enjoys  going  to  the  Little  Club 
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says  Paul  of  N.  U 


Alluring  Nancy  Brown  knows 
the  arts  which  make  men  stare 
and  say  "Isn't  she  gorgeous?" 


DEAR  READER,  when  you  see  this  don't  smile  sadly 
and  say,  "Oh  no,  not  me!  I  guess  I'll  always  be  just 
a  jjremlin."  Read  on  and  you  will  realize  that  you 
can  be  lovely;  you  can  be  captivating.  There  was  a  time 
when  people  said  that  you  can't  make  a  silk  purse  out  of  a 
sow's  ear.  That  was  before  the  days  of  pancake  make-up. 
With  equipment  obtainable  in  any  first  rate  drug  store  you 
can  be  as  glamorous  as  any  star.  In  six  weeks  you  can  change 
from  a  Dowdy  Dora  to  a  Smoothie  Susie.  Find  your  weak 
points  and  then  remember  this  is  no  time  for  wishful  thinking. 
Vour  country  needs  you  physically  fit,  and  your  friends  and 
family  need  the  inspiration  of  your  lovely  face  and  figure. 

Grime  doesn't  pay — come  clean — A  bath  (shower  or  tub 
we  really  don't  care  which)  is  the  first  requirement  for  every 
glamour  school  student.  Try  taking  a  bath  some  day.  You'll 
probably  keep  it  up  for  life. 

To  be  a  real  smoothie  from  tip  to  toe  follow  Carol  Bruce. 
Rub  hand  lotion  over  your  entire  body  after  every  bath  or 
shower.  Then,  for  that  aura  of  fragrance  that  floats  like  a 
cloud  around  movie  heroines,  sprinkle  cologne  or  toilet  water 
over  your  neck  and  chest.    Take  another  bath. 

But  when  you've  taken  a  bath  don't  forget  to  give  special 
care  to  that  danger  zone.  When  you  raise  your  arm  to  wave 
at  a  boy  the  whole  effect  is  ruined  if  his  sensitive  nostrils 
detect  that  "unpleasant  aroma."  Girls  whose  arm  pits  stink 
will  find  it  a  little  difficult  to  woo  a  man,  and  it  certainly 
isn't  fair  to  your  friends.  To  assure  your  "social  security" 
vigorously  apply  Fels  Xaptha  soap  with  a  scrub  brush  weekly 
or  semi-weekly,  then  smooth  on  a  dependable  or  semi-de- 
pendable anti-perspirant  plus  a  generous  dash  of  lysol,  and 
"Offensive  Odor"  will  never  lose  your  job  or  your  beau. 

Hold  those  lines — don't  let  yourself  go — If  you  are  sightly 
obese  start  worrying.  For  worrying  will  help  you  lose  weight, 
and  you  certainly  have  something  to  worry  about.  Not  many 
men  really  want  "a  big  fat  mama."  Don't  kid  yourself  into 
thinking  you're  just  pleasingly  plump.  You'll  have  to  ditch 
those  bulges  if  you  want  to  be  an  oomph  girl. 

The  first  thing  to  do  is  go  on  a  diet.  Try  eating  nothing  but 
boiled  potatoes  and  vinegar.  You'll  soon  get  so  that  you  hate 
potatoes — and  then  just  watch  those  pounds  drop  off.  If 
you  can't  stand  potatoes,  try  broiled  lentils  and  shredded 
endive  is  an  agreeable  substitute.  But  try  something.  You 
can't  have  "it"  and  eat  your  cake. 

The  second  thing  to  do  is  e.xercise.  If  you  run  twelve  to 
seventeen  miles  each  day  before  a  light  breakfast  you  will 
see  the  flesh  literally  melt  away.    Lifting  weights,  chinning 


yourself,  and  doing  push-ups  in  between  times  will  speed  the 
process  up.  People  who  spend  eight  to  ten  hours  a  day 
carrying  three-hundred  pound  machines  up  a  steep  stairway 
do  not  need  exercise,  but  since  few  of  you  girls  have  such  a 
job  you  no  doubt  need  something  to  keep  your  body  healthy 
and  your  figure  trim. 

Let  your  hair  down  .  .  .  every  night.  If  your  hair  is  too 
oily  wash  it  often,  and  rinse  it  with  a  dry  ^Martini.  If  your 
hair  is  too  dry  apply  a  pound  of  melted  Crisco  or  bacon 
grease  weekly.  But,  dry  or  oily,  brush  your  hair  vigorously 
if  you  want  it  to  be  your  crowning  glory.  Each  night  swing 
into  your  hundred  strokes,  pin  up  loose  ends  or  tired  looking 
curls,  tuck  your  head  on  the  pillow  for  eight  hours  in  the 
shut-eye  department,  and  you  will  wake  up  in  the  morning 
with  hair  that  will  drive  men  craz\'. 

First  aid  for  ailing  clothes — Have  you  discovered — nuich 
to  your  dismay — that  it  is  on  days  when  you  look  a  wreck 
when  you  bump  into  someone  you  know  or  get  a  perfectly 
thrilling  surprise  invitation.  In  these  days  of  war  we  should 
learn  to  be  prepared.  Go  through  your  closet.  Marshall  the 
soap  suds  for  dirty  duds.  Check  the  clothes  you  have  on.  If 
you  have  been  wearing  your  slip  for  over  three  weeks,  wash  it, 
or  at  least  turn  it  inside  out.  Be  sleuthful  as  the  FBI  in 
detecting  blemishes  in  your  wardrobe  horizon.  Be  careful 
of  large  tears  or  holes  in  your  dresses,  especially  in  back  where 
you  are  not  apt  to  notice  them  when  you  have  the  dress  on, 
but  where  they  are  perfectly  apparent  to  other  people.  "My 
you  look  nice  today,"  is  no  compliment.  A  glamour  girl  must 
look  nice  ever\'  day. 

Face  facts — don't  scrap  that  pan — LTnless  you  have  some 
systematic  disturbance  j'our  face  can  be  gardenia  smooth,  if 
you  give  it  a  chance.  Stale  make-up  causes  more  blemishes 
than  any  other  factor.  Promise  yourself  that  you'll  never  slip 
between  the  sheets  without  removing  every  single  snitch  of 
soil  from  your  forehead  to  the  base  of  the  throat.  If  your 
skin  becomes  red  and  chapped  from  those  nasty  March  winds 
use  an  emmolient  cream.  While  you're  at  it  apply  a  dot  to 
your  elbows  and  heels.  The  skin  that  covers  them  is  always 
more  than  grateful  for  a  bit  of  attention.  It's  not  fair  to 
spend  all  your  time  and  equipment  on  your  face,  and  never 
pay  any  attention  to  your  elbows  and  heels.  To  refresh  a 
tired  face  for  total  glamour,  before  going  to  bed  apply  a  heavy 
coat  of  vanishing  cream  to  face — and  neck. 

And  there,  dear  reader,  are  the  element  of  modern  loveli- 
ness. You  are  all  set  for  a  blitzkrieg.  You  are — as  we  told 
vou  vou  could  be — glamorous. 
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— says  former  Olympic  ace 

DICK    DURRANCE 

who   trains   ski   troopers 
for  the   Army 


TAKE  IT  from  a  busy  housewife.  Mrs.  Ruth 
Martin  {below).  When  it  comes  to  squeezing 
more  pleasure  out  of  every  smoking  moment, 
Camels  really  hit  the  spot. 


P/JZONE 


where  cigarettes 
are  judged 

The  "T-ZONE"-laste  and  Throat- 
is  the  proving  ground  for  cigarettes. 
Only  your  taste  and  throat  can  de- 
cide which  cigarette  tastes  best  to 
you. ..and  how  it  affects  your  throat. 
For  your  taste  and  throat  are  indi- 
vidual to  you.  Based  on  the  experi- 
ence of  millions  of  smokers,  we  be- 
lieveCamels  will  suit  your  "T-ZONE" 
to   a  "T."  Prove  it  for  yourself! 


•  A  new  set  of  champions  is  in  train- 
ing on  America's  ski  trails  today— ski 
champions,  1943  model,  V .  S.  Army! 

Yes,  from  goggles  to  Garands,  these 
new  champions  are  soldiers  through 
and  through— even  to  their  liking  for 
Camels.  For  Camels  are  the  favorite 
in  all  the  services.* 

As  Instructor  Dick  Durrance 
(.above)  says:  "Camels  suit  my  throat 
to  a  "T'— and  there's  nothing  like 
Camels  for  flavor." 
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COSTLIER 
TOBACCOS 


OMfec 


SERVICE 


*The   favorite   ciga- 
rette with  men  in  the 
Army.  Navy,  Marines, 
and   Coast   Guard   is 
Camel.  (Based  on  actual 
sales  records  in  Post  Ex- 
changes.   Ship's    Service 
Stores,  Ship's  Stores,  and 
Canteens.) 


